CHAPTER X
PATIALA:   ROYAL WEDDING
ALONG THE QIJAYS
IT was in Peshawar at the beginning of March
that we received an amiably urgent summons
from the Maharaja of Patiala, inviting us to the fes-
tivities that were taking place in his State to cele-
brate the wedding of his son, the Umaj^ or Crown
Prince.
Two days later we took a train on the Peshawar-
Bombay-Delhi main line and after twenty hours'
travelling reached Rajpura, a little station in the
Punjab, situated in Patiala territory and serving its
capital.
During the dry season the Indian landscape seen
by the traveller across the windows of his railway-
carriage is tedious to a degree. The Punjab reveals
itself, like Rajputana, as a region wholly lacking in
the picturesque, and like it, too, are the United
Provinces, which in turn recall the Central Pro-
vinces. In fact the whole country is a vast expanse
of sun-baked earth dotted with the skeletons of
withered scrubs and tufts of burnt-up grass. For
league on weary league stretches the selfsame plain,
more or less undulating, more or less desolate,
devoid of life and beauty. Now and again, but very
rarely, as a cluster of mud-huts ringed by a mud-
wall slipped past the window, I saw glimpse-wise a
group of half-starved villagers and naked children.